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Threw It Far Out Into the Water.

SYNOPSIS,

Phillp Cayley, sccused of a crime of
which he is not gullty, resigns from the
army in dlagrace and his affection for
hs friend, Lleut. Perry Hunter, turns to
hatred.  Cayley weeks solitude, where he
perfecis & flving machine. Whils soaring
war the Arctle regions, he picks up &
uriously shaped stick he had seen in the
sssamnin’s hengd. Mounting aguin, he dis-
uvers 4 yuchi anchored in the bay. De-
scanding near the stommer. he meels &
girl on am Jee floe He learns that the
qirl’s name s Jeanne Flelding and that
the yacht has come north to seek signs
f her father, Capiain Firlding. an arcile
ssplorer. A party from the yacht is ma-
King search aahore. After Cayley dvparts
leanne finds that he had dropped a cu-
riously-shaped stick. Captain Planck aml
the surviving erew of his wrecked whaler
are In hiding on the cosst. A glant ruf-
mat named Noscoe, had murdered Flelding
ind hism twoa companions, after the ex-
plorer had revealed the location of an
snarmous ledge of pure gold. Roscos then
took commund of the party 1t develops
that the ruffian had committed the mur
ar witnessed by Cayley Rosacoe plans
10 capture the yacht and escape th a
big load of gold. Jeanne tells Fanshaw,

owner of the yacht, about the viatt of the

sky-man and shows him the stick left by
Cuvley, Famubhaw declares that it is an
Exkimo throwing-stick, used to shoot |
dnrin Tatn Fanshaw retyrns from the
vonrching party with & spr ankle.
Perry Hunter s found m red  and

Cuyley i wocused of the srim ut Jemnne |

befleves him Innocent

CHAPTER V.—Continued.

“I might have saved him,” he mur
mured brokenly, “if | had not hung
aloft there too long, just out of curl- |
oslty: if they bad been men to me
instend of puppets. Rut when 1
gucssed what their intent was, guessed
that it was something sinigter, It was
done before | could interfere. | saw
him going backwards over the brink
of a fissure in the lee, tugging ot a

dart that was In his throat. And
when they had goue—hls murder
ers—"

“They®™ she erind ~“"Was there

maore than one?

"Yes,” ho sald, "there was a party.
There must have been ten or twelve
at least. Whon they had gone I flew
down and plcked up that stick, which
one of them had dropped —And to
think | might bave saved him'"

Her hand still rested on his arm
“T'm glad you told me,” she sald. She
felt the arm stiffen suddenly at tlz.'
sound of Tom Fanshaw's volce,

“Jeanne, take your hand away! Can
vou touch o man like thut? Can you
belleve the Nes—" but there, with a

peremptlory gesture, his futher sl-
lenced him
But even he exclaimed at the girl's

next actlon, for she stooped, pleked up
the blood stalned dart which lay at

Philip Cayley's feel, and banded it to
him ‘Throw It nway, please”--ghe |
aald, “overboard, and far as
can”

Even before the other wen eried
out at his doing the thing she hud
asked him to, he hegltated snd looked
at her In some surpriss

“Do It please.” she commanded; "1 |
nak it seriously.”

an yiu

Tom Fanshaw started out of hin
chuair; then, ns an Intolerable (winge
from hle ankle stopped him, ke

dropped back again. His father moved
quickly forward, oo, byt checked Wim-
self, the surprise In his face glving
wWay ‘o curlosity At a general thing,

leanno Felding knew what she was
about
Philip Cayley ook the durt  and

threw it far ouwl lnto the water

There wan one more surprise in
store for the two Fansbhaws When
Cayley, without n glance toward elth
or of them, walked out on the umuar[
tanding of the accommodation ladder,
the wrl secompanied him, and, side |
by «ide with him, descended the little
stalrway, at whose fool the mughy|
walted

‘You are stlll determined
resolution of yours, sre to nban
don us all for the wecond time—all
Bumankingd 1 wesn® This later acow-

on that

sation against you was so sasily dis
proved.”

“IMMsproved ™ he guestioped. “That
beautiful falth of yours can't be called
proof.”

“l meant just what 1 sald—dis
proved. They shall admit It when | go
back on deck. Won't you—won't you
Elve us a chance to disbelleve the old
story, too?™

“T can never explain that now he
enld;, “can never lay that phantom,
never in the world.”

“1 am sorry,” she sald holding out
bher hand to him. "1 wish you'd give
us a chance. Goodby.”

This time he took the hand, bowed
over it and preased It lightly to his
lips. Then, without any other fare
well than that, he dropped down inio
dinghy and was rowed back to the
floe—bock to his wings.

When ehe returned to the deck she
found that Mr. Fanshaw had gune
around to the other side of It to #see
the sky-man take to the ale

But Tom sar, ngld, whers he was.
For the first time that she could re
member, he was regarding her with
open auger. 1 knew,” he sald, “that
you never Hked Hunter, though | never
could see why you should dislike bim;
and it dido't take two minutes to see
that thiz man Cayley, with his wings
und bis romance, had fascinated you
Hut in spite of that, T thought you had
a better sense of justice than you
nbhowed just now. ™

She flushed a Nitle. "My sense of
justice seems to be beiter than yours
this morning, Tom," she answered
quletly. Then she unslung her bin-
oculars again and, turniog her back
upon him, gaxed ‘out shoreward

“I am getting worried sbhount our
shore party” she remarked, as If by
way of discontinuing the quarrel
there are ten or twelve men lving
there, In hiding from us, willing to do
upnprovoked murder, when they can
with Impunlty—*

“So you belleved that part of the
story, too, did you?" Tom interrupted.

She did pot answer his question at
all, but turned her attention shore.
ward agaln.

A moment later she closed her bin-
oculars with a  spap, and walked
around to the other side of the deck,
where Mr. Funshaw, leaning his el
hows on the rall, was looking ou
across the lece-floe.

Welll” he nsked briskly, as she
came up and lald an affectionate arm
across his shoulder, 1 suppose you've
been telling Tom why you did It—why
you made Cayley throw that dart
sway. 1 mean: but you'll have to tell
me, wo. | eant fgure it out. You
bhad something in mind, I'm sure.”

I baven't been telling Tomn,” she

sald ‘He doesn't seem In a very
reasonable mood this morning. Put |
did. huve sometling in mind. 1 was

“Iit |
| ible attack on the yacht, had passed

e T T R N, T .
od him o Don't you see® [sn't it
clear?

“itU's quite elear that the bralns of

tis cxpedition are Iin that pretty
nead of yours” he sald “Yes, 1
think you're right” Then, after &

pause, be added, with an enigmatieal
wok at her:  “"Don’t be too hard on
Tom, my dear, becauss you seo Lhe
circumstances are hard enough oan
him aiready ™

Bhe made & little gesture of im-
patlence. “They're not half as hard
on him as they are on Mr. Cayley ™

“Ob, 1 don't know" the old gentle
man answersd. ““Take It Ly =and
large, | should say that Cayler was
playing in luck.”

CHAPTER VI
Tom's Confession, |

At intervais during the day those |
enlgmutionl words of Mr PFanshaw's
recurred to the girl with the reflection
that they wanted serious thinkiog
over, at the fArst convenlent oppor
tunity. But the day wore away nnd
the opportunity did not appear. |

The caplaln of the yacht —hils vame !
was Warner—was on shore in com- |
mand of the searcliing party, but the
first officer, Mr. Scales. remained om |
board. He was In posseasion of all
the data, though they had not told him
the story of Philip Cayley's old rela-
tion with the murdered man

"It stands to resson,” he sald, “that
the only party of white men that could
be here would be the survivors of thu‘
Fialding expadition  We know lrnm'
the news that ‘gung Mr. Fanshaw
brought aboard that there is one such
survivor here If there were any
considerable number of them left,
able-bodled enough to walk across the
glacler, we could be sure they'd be

here on the shore walting for us. We
could be certaln they would have
made some attempt to signal us as

goon as they sighted us

“If they weren't white men but In- |

dians—Chucotes—they'd have bLeen
quite as glad as white men to get &
chance to go back with us as far hs
St. Michasls. And in the third pluce,
if they were not Chucotes, but some
sirange, unkpown, murderous band uf|
aborigines, there wouign't have beon
even one survivor of the Fielding ex- |
pedition

“Of course that’'s not an absolute |
wuter-tight line of reasconing, but it

seemse to e thers Is a tremendous

probability that s right, and that
this fying man has lost his wita ™
By four o'clock they had decided

that, whether or not the nkyma:xu'

story might be true, it was high time
o send a relief party ashore to flod
the loat ones i

At five o'clovk accordingly, the l"-‘"

! llef expedition went ashore, and Tom

I

L rouse him
¢ | meet hers, but remained fixed on the

l
|

proving that Mr. Cayley couldn't pos- |

sibly be the man who had committed |

the murder.*

| suspected It was that.,” he said.

I's the stick that proves It really,”
she sald "You remember bow pugz
rled you were because the end of It
which you held It by wouldn't fit your
hand? 1 discovered why that was
when you sent we In to get it & short
while ago. It's a lefthanded stick It
fitt the palm of your left hand per
foctly You'll find that that is so
when you iry It And Mr Cayley s
right handed .

The old man noddod rather dubl
ously Cayley may be ambidextrous
for anything you know." he objected

She hsd her rejolnder ready “Hut
this stick. Uncle Jerry, dear, was
made for & man who couldn't throw
with bis right band, and Mr Cayloy
can. He did It porfecily canlly, and
without suspecting st all why | waat

Fansbaw and the girl were left alone |
on the yacht

Two hours later, perhaps, after they
had esten the supper which Jeanne
hind concocted In the galley, they sat,
glde by side, in thelr comfortable deck
chairs, guazing out across the lee-floe.
The evenlng was unusually mild, the
thermomeler showing only a degree or |
two below freezing, and here In the |
len of the deckhouss they hardly
necded thelir furs

They had sat there In sllence a long
while. Tom's promise that they would
keep a brisk lookout against a pos

utterly from both thelr minds. It‘
was &c still—so dead still; the world
about them was so utterly empty as
o make any thought of such an at
tack seem preposterous.

Finally the girl seemed to rouse her
self from the train of thought that
had preoccupled her mind, stralghten
ed up 4 lttle and turned for a look
into her companion’s face. Hut this
little movement of her body failed 10
His eyesa did not turn to

far horizon |

A moment later she atretched out &
hand and explored for his beneath the |
great white bear skin that covered
him, found It and interlocked her fin |
gers with his. At that, he pulled him-
aelf
withdrew his own from dhe conlact '

She colored a tUs, und her brows |
knitted in perplexity. “What an old |
hear you are, Tom,” she sald. “What's
the matter today? It's not o bit like
vou to salk Just bocause we disagree
JDbout something We disagree all the
tme, but you've never been like this
o me before.”

I always told you | was a sullen
brute when things went wrong with
mo, although you never would beliove
It," he sald I'm sarry.”

I don't want you to be sorry,” she
told bim, 1 Just want you to be & few
shades more cheorful.” .

He seemed npot to be able to glve
her what she wished, however, for he
lapsed agaln luto his moody abstrac
tlom.  But after a few minutes more
of silence, he turned upon her with a
gquestion that astonlshed her. “What
did you do that (or, Just now ™

At first she was o doubl as to what
act of herw, ho reforred to. “Do you
mienn my hand* sho asked, aflter louk-
lug st him In pussled curfosity for &
tnument

Ho nodded.

“Why—because | was fecllng a lit-
tle lopusome, | suppose, and sort of

| astopisbmueut
| ayes,

| felt her whole Tace burning

| nfter that

| Tuned.
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tender heried and we'd been about
half quarreling <l day, and | didn't
feel quarrelsome any more, and 1
thought my big brother's hand would
feol—well—grateful and comforting,
you know. '™’

She was curfous as to why he want
ed the caplanation, but she give it to
him unhesitatiogly, without the faint
est touch of coguetry or embarrass
ment

| ean't remember back to the
time,” sho coutinued, “when | didn’t do
things lke that to you, just As you
did to me, and nelther of us ever
wanted an explanation before Are
you trying to make up your mind te
dipown me, or something™

He leaned back mood!ly Into his
chalr without answering her

After & Hitle perplexed sllence, "b"}l
spoke agaln.  “1 didn't know things |
wore golng wrong with you, 1 ddn’t
even suspect 3t until this morning.
when Uncle Jerry nald-

What'” Tom interrupted What
does the governor kmow shout 7

What did he say ™

Why, nothing, but that you were |
plasing In  rmather hard luck, he |
thought, and that I was o be nlee to )
you. Ia the world going badly — real- |
Iy badiy—really badly™

Yes"” ‘That curt monosyllable was
evidently all the apswer bhe mwonot to
make. Al that she gave up all at-)
temupt to console him, dropped back
n ber chalr and cuddled a little deep
or down under her bear skin, her face,
three-quarters away from him, turned
toward that part of the sky that was |
already becoming glorious with the
tints of sunset

You've pever had any doubt at all,
have you, that 1 really deserved (he
Job of being your blg brother: that
1 wag that qulte as genuinely anm if 1§
had been born that way® |

No." she sald; 'of course not, Tom,
What put such an Idea Into |

He palea .. lttle, and it was o min
ute or two before be could nul.illlnl,d!

Ll lips. "' |
hopes. | suppose he
bechuse | had hoped, |
faor the other =0- |
joke a while |

the words he wanted, to
cuuse of my
sald unstendily
absurdly encugh
swer. You asked as o
back If 1 meant to disown yo Well,
I do, from that relatlonship—Lbecause,
I'm not M for the job, becauw “b
cause—|1've come you In '.llf'r
other way '

She looked at him in porfe
Fie 1l

their

LTS

to love

tiy blank
r |
alimueat
beyund |

Wi not moet b
puptis

unses ing,

hin own,
paurallel, goaued out
her
Slowly her « mntil she
I dida't
know,” she sald You shouldn't have |
let me go on thinking |
“1 didn't know myself untl! woday,” |
be Interrupted her stormily I didn't |
know | kuew, that f8  PPut when | saw
you put your hands that villain
Cayley, 1 wanted to kill him, and in
thu! same flash | knew why 1 wanted
to." |
Turnivg suddenly to look at ter, he |
anw that she had buried her face in |
hor bands and was crylug forlornly. |
Oh, | am a brute,” he concluded, “to |
have told you about it fu this way ™ |
‘Whut does the way matter® That's
not what makes it hard It's loving
you 0 much, the way | do, and having
to hurt you. It's having to lose my
brother—the only brother | ever had.™
There wus a long, miserable silence |
Finally he sald Jeanne,
if you do love me as much as that
the way you do, not the way | love
vou, but love me any way -could you
could you-—marry me just the same?
I'd never have any thought In the
world but of making you happy. And
I'd always be there, you could count
un me, you know.*
‘Don’t!”  wshe Interrupted curtly
‘Doa’t talk ke that, Tom.* She shiy
and drew away from hirg with

olar mounted

on

eredl

a Htoe movement somewlhere bpear
kkin to disgust
He winced at it, and reddened. |

Then, ln & voice that sounded curious
Iy thick to her, curiously unlike his
own, be asked a guestion “if 1 had

up, with a start, and abroptly o4 you all this o month ago toig | 1B

|
you how | felt toward you, and auked |

you, loving me the way you do, tul
marey me just the sume, would you?— |
Ob, | suppose you would have re
Hut would you have shuddered
ke that*

aud shrunk away from me
“Did | shiudder and abrink away®

she maked. *“1 dido't koow 0 |
wasn't angry: I'm not pow But— |
but that was a terrible thing you

nsked of me ™

“Would it have struck you ne hor
rible.” he persisted, “if | had asked It
W monik ago®™

“Perhaps not,"” she answered
thoughbtfully. “I've changed a good
denl In the last manth-—slnes we

salled away from San Franclsco and
left the world behind us —our world

and came out (nto this great white
ompty one. I don't know why that 8™

“I know" He was speaking with &
sort of brutal lutensity that startied
hor., "I know. It's not in the last
month you've changod, It's withiu thoe
Imst 24 hours; IU's slnce you saw and
foll in love with that morderons |ylng
brute of & Cayley™

“l dgon't know" she sedd vory qulet-
ly, “whether you're trylng to kill the

His Eyes Did Not Turn to Mers, But

love | have for you—the old love—or
not, Tow, but unless you're very care
ful, you'll succeed In dofug . T don't
think | want to talk to you
more pow, tol even sit here beside
you I'm golng o take a litle walk
He held himself rigldly uatil tiil she

any |

bad disappeared round the vad of the !

deckhouse Then he bent
buried hin face in his bands'

What the thing wnas thut roused him
to his present surroundings he never
kuew. He was consclious of no sound
but suddenly he sat erect and stared
about him in mnazemont. It bad grosn
quite dark It must be two or three
hours sionce Jeanne had left the chalr
beside him and announced that she
was golng to take a Uttle walk

He spoke her nanme, oot loudly st
first, for he thought she must be ¢lose

over and

by. But the infinite allent wpnces
scemed to abmorh the sound of his
vofre There was no slgn that any

thing, except his very wself,
Then

Eentient
had beard the words be uttored
he ealled louder

The steps were rather d!ffieult 1o
negotiate, but by using both handw
to supplement his one good fool, he
fuccoeded In creeping down them, and
then in makipg his way aloug the cor
ridour to the girl'a door

He knocked falntiy at first; then
louder, and Noally eried ocut her name
again, this time in genuine alarm. le
triod the door, found that It was not
locked, and oponimg #t and switching
on a light, percelved that the state

| room was cmpty

He beard footsteps crossing the
dock overhead. No, that could not be

Jemnne; it was u heavy tread, a curk
ous, shuMing tread
He closed the door behind b'm

Then he Hmped slowly down the cor
ridor toward the foot of the compan
lonway
descending the stalrs

He turned the corner, stopped short
and gasped And that waa all There
was no time even for a cry., He b 4
caught one glimpse of & monstrous
figure clud o skins, huge In bulk
halry-facod ko a gorilla

And then, the man or beast had,
with beastiike gquickness, lifted his
arm and struck. And Tom Fanshaw
dropped down at hils feet, senseloss

CHAPTER VIl
The Rosewood Box.

On the girl, Tom Fanshaw's pasiion:
ate, stormy avowasl had the effect of
a sort of moral earthquake. It left
the ground beneath bor feet suddenly
unsatable and treacherous; it threaten
od to bring down about her ears the
whole structure of her Ule. The very
% she had relled upon for shelter
and security agalost outside troubles
and dangers, was, oo the Inatant,
fraught with a greater danger than
any of them.

The heavy tread was already |

|

|
y

|
r

For the firet tew moments after his |

wyowal she had felt no emotion other
than that of astonishmwenl and In
credulity, Even when he asked her

if she could not marry him, anyway,

though the question revolted her, she
told the truth o sayring that she was
Dot angry

The auger oo luter, but it burned
into a Sume that was all the hotter
for Its tardiness In kindling It must
have an outlet somewhere, and as
such, the promenade up and down the
other side of the deck was altogether
Insuiclont

The sight of & small boat at the
foot of the accommodation ladder
soemed to offer nomething better.  Ho,

pulling on & palr of fur gauntiets, she |

dropped into It cast off the painter,
shipped the palr of light oars It con
taloed, and rowed away without aoy
thought of bher destination—of any
destination whatever; without, even,

a-vory clear Ides of what she whe do- | yight without getting loose
that | commit

ing. She must do something;

Remaired Fixed.

away from the vacht's wide with ne
f[dea that she was running into aAny
possible danger

It was half n mile, porhups, [rowm
the yucht o the particular bit of
shelving besch toward which ahe une
ronsclously propeiled the boat. Bhe
rowed steadily, withont so much ne
a4 gance over her shoulder, untt) she
folt the grate of the shingle beneath
the bow

she became not only that
she had rome  ashore,
but also that the yacht was towhers
to be meon. A bank of fog had come

aware,
unconsolous|y

rolling in from the eustward, =0
Leavy ns to render an objeet 100
paces away totally lovisible. The

clutap of emply bulldings here om the
besch could hardly be halfl that ds-
tance, ns sle remembered, yeu lookicg
reund from her sept in the row bomt,
cuitld make oul no more than
thelr blurred mansos aguinet the white
lee and sand which surrounded them

Bhe serambled out of the boat and
pulied It high up on the beach The
fug made the atr scem cold, though
for the arctle It was & mild night.
Twno of the abandoned bulldings on
the beach bebind her were there
bl windowless, abtmolutely bare,
never having served., evidently, any
other pu than that of sturage
Hut the third, and largest, as sho re
mambered I, offered a sheltér that
vas bhecoming attractive  There were
rugde bunks  in It whete sbhe
rest comfortably enough; and,
she was mistaken, Scales bad
left I the hut & half burned caodle
which They had used in exploring its
dark interior. She had a box of wax
vestas In hoer pocket.  Bhe sould go In
there and makes herself at bome, and
at the same Ume Keep sn alert ear
for n hall from the yacht

She found the candle In the place
where she remembered Soalos  had
Inld it down, struck = lght and
wedged the candle into & Enot-bele
She turned toward one of the burks
with the Wea of stretehing oul there.
aodd by relnzing ber musclon, persuade,
perhaps, her overstrung nerves (o re
inx, too

She had taken a step toward it in-
deed, before she saw, through (he
murk and candle amoks, the thing that
lay right before her eyes—a rather
large, brassbound rosewood box or
chent It had not been here in the
afternoon when they had entered the
place, far they had searched Its bare
interior thoroughly In the hope t(hat
there might bhe something which previ
ous investigntars bad overlooked. This
box, uix Inches bigh and a foo long,
or more, could ot have been hore
then It wos standing now in the most
vonapleuous place In the rootn —In the
very widdle of the hunk

ATH BE OURTINUKLL)

shire

rpone

LU
eogld

LL}

Need for Twe Collars.

Having bought a dog that he ad
mired a Washington Helghts man un-
dertook to buy m dog collar. The dog
had & neck noarly as big as his head
and the denler wdvised the man to
Luy two ecallnrs,

What for?™ sald the man. “He's
g0t only one oeck. so | guess he can
get nlung with only ane collar, can't
he*"

Maybe 80" sald the doaler, so the
man went away leading the dog by
hils noew collar and chaln

In lvsn than & week be Lroufht the
dor back

Ftw afrald | ecan't koep him ™
eald.  “He In oo abstreperous. | can't
keep hlin Yed up. His neck Is the
biggost part of hin and he s as strong
ne un ox, therefore It n & sinch for
Rim te allp his collar off *

That Is why | wanled you to take
two eollars.” sald the dealer "Put
buth on and fasten the ohaly 1o Lhe
ek collar and ke can \ug away all

e may
wuat ged

be

wulcide, but he

was all she knew. Certalnly she pulled ' looes




